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HE nipping Frofts and driving Snaw 
Are o'er the Hills and far awa 3 
Bauld Boreas fleeps, the Zephyrs blaw, 
Ad ilka Thing © 
mac dainty, youthfu' „gay and braw | 
| Invites t0 fog. 
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Then let's begin by greek of Day, | <2}, 210 


Kind Muſe skiff to the Bent away, 
o try anes mair the Landart Lay, 


. With a thy Speed, 
Since 5 URCHMET awns that thou can play 
Upon the Reed, 


How ſtubborn Navies did contend 


How free born Britons faught like Men, 


F 


17271 
Anes, anes again beneath ſome Tree 
Exert thy Skill and nat' ral Glee 
To him wha has ſae court 'oully, 


To weaker Sight, 

oe theſe rude Sonnets ſung by me ? 

| In true ſt Light. z 
In trueft Light may a that's fine } Y 
In his fair Character ftill ſhine, | 4 4 Ma! 
Sma need he has of Sangs like mine, I Gra 


To beet his Name 
For frac the North to Southren Line, 


Wide Zango bis Fame, 


His Fame, which ever ſhall abide, 
While Hift'rys'tell of Tyrants Pride, 
Wha vainly ſtrave _ the Tide 


T” invade theſe Lands, 
Where Britow $ Royal Fleet doth ride, 


Which ſtill commands. 


* 


Theſe doughty Actions frae his Pen, 
Our Age, and theſe to come, ſhall ken, 


Upon the Waves, 


Tbeir Fats like Slaves; 
72 mae | 
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In giving Praiſes that are due 


q Grant you a lang and miekle Skair 


8 Till unto langeſt Life and mair 


4 


Sae far inſcribing, Sir, to y ou, 
This Country Sang my Fancy flew 
Keen your juſt Merit to purſue; 
But ah! 1 fear 


1 grate your Ear, 
Yet tent a Poet's zealous Pray'r; 


May Powers aboon, with kindly Care, 


Of a that's Good, 


Touw've healthfou food, 


W never Cares your Bleſſings dur, 
And may the Muſes ilka Hour 
Improve your Mind, and haunt your Bower, 


2 3% 


1 | Pm but 4 Callan, 
* Net may I pleaſe ye while I'm your 


Devouted ALLAN. 
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PATTIE and ROGERS 


Bo. the South. ſide of a Craigy Bield, Ir . 

where a clear Spring did haleſom water TROY | 4 Mr 

Tua youthfou Shepherds * the Gowans lay, N Sha 

Tenting their Flocks ae nny Morn of May: 

Poor Roger gran'd till hollow Echoes K 

: While merry Patie humm'd himſell a Sang: f ; 

| Then turning to his Friend in blythſom Mood, : 1 th 

© oth he, how does this Sunſhine chear my Blood ? 3 | A 

How hartfome is't to ſee the riſing Plants, 3 5 

To hear the Burds chirm Oer their Marning Rants : ; = 
How tofie is' t to ſuuff the cauller Air, f 

And a the Sweets it bears when void"of Care? 4 

What ails thee, Roger, then what gars the grane? | 1 * 

Tell me the N of thy ill. ſeaſon'd Pain, = 

ROGER. Fe 

O, Patze, Pm born to unlucky Fate, i - | A; 


I'm tcra to ſtrive with Hardſhips dire and great ; 


— 


Tem- 
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Tempeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowan Flood, 
Corbies and Tods to grein for Lambkins Blood, 


3 But 1 oppreſt with never ending Grief, 
q Plaun ay diſpair of lighting on Relief, 


P A TIE. 
The Bees ſhall loath the Flower and quat the Hire, 


j The Saughs on boggie Ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
1 Fer ſcornfou Queans, or Loſ of warldly Gear, 
IF ſpill my Reft, or ever Force a Tear. 
| £&.0-GC-£&.£ 
Sae might I ſay, but its no caf done 
* ane wha' 8 Saul is adly out 0 Tune: 2 
ou have ſae ſaft a Voice and ſlid a Tongue, 
Jy ou are the Darling of baith auld and young ; : 
ie I but etle at a Sang, or ſpeak, 
Urrey dit their Lugs, ſyn up their Leglens deck, 
3 1 And jeer me hameward frae the Loan or Bought, 
; While I'm confus'd with mony a vexing Thought: 7 
Vet I am tall, and as well ſhap'd as thee, 
1 Nor mair unlikly to a Laſſe's Eyes 
1 For ilka Sheep ye have In number ten, 


And ſhou'd, as ane might think, come farrer ben. 
\ | | PATIE, 


L 
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But ablins, Nibour, ye have not a Heart, 
Nor downa eithly wi' your Cunzie part: 
If that be true, what ſignifies your Gear > 
A Mind that's ſcrimpit never wants ſume Care, 
| RO 6 = 
My Byar tumbled, Nine braw Nowt were ſmoor'd, 
Three Elfſhot were, yet I theſe ills endur'd. 
In Winter laſt my Cares were very ſma, 
Tho Scores of Wathers periſh'd in the . 
3 1 r A 


Were your been Rooms as thinly Rock'd as mine, 


Leſs you wad loſs, and leſs you wad repine : 
He wha has juſt enough, can ſoundly ſleep, 
The O'ercome only fa ſhes Fouk to keep. 
| ROGE R. 

May Plenty flow upon thee for a Croſs, | 
That thou may'ft thole the Pangs of "Rees Loſs; g 
O may' thou dote on ſome fair paughty Wench, 
Wha ne'er wil lout thy lowan Drouth to quench, 
Till, bitſs d beneath the Burden, thou cry Dool, 
And aun that ane may fret that is nae Fool. 


PATIE, 


IE. 


8 
Sax good fat Lambs, I ſald them ilka Cloot 
t the Wes · bow, and bought a winſome Flute, 


Aainty Whiſtle with a pleaſant Sound; 

4 Il be mair canty wit, and ne*er cry Doo], 

han you with a your Gear, ye dowie Fool. 
ROGE R. 

Na, Patic, I am nae fic churliſh Beaſt, 

ome ither Things ly heavier at my Breaſt 

dream'd a dreery Dream this hinder Night, 

hat gars my Fleſh a creep yet wi the Fright. 

F 

Now to your Friend how ſilly's this Pretence, 

o ane wha you and a' your Secrets kens: 

daft are your Dreams, as daftly- wad ye hide 

our well-ſcen Love, and dorty Jennys Pride: 


Take Courage, Roger, me your Sorrows tell, 


X O E X. 
O, Patie, ye have gueſt indeed ver true, 
ind there is naithing I' keep up frae you; 


Df Plumb-tree made, with Iv'ry Virles round, 


and ſafely think nane kens them but your ſell, 


Me 


Me dorty Jenny looks upon aſquint, | 

To ſpeak but till her I dare hardly mint ; 
In ilky Place ſhe. jeers me air and late, 

And gars me look bumbas'd and unco blate: 


But yeſterday I met her yont a Know, 
She fled as frae a Shellycoat or Ko ; 


She Bauldy loo's, Bauldy that drives the Car, 
But gecks at me, and ſays I ſmell Tar. 


P A T I . 
But Bauldy loo's nae her right well I wat, 


He ſighs for Moe: — dae that may ſtand for that. 


— 


* 025-45: R. 
I wiſh l coll na 100 her. but in vain, 
1 fin maun dote and thole her proud Diſdain ; 
My Bauty is a Cur I dearly like, 
Till he youPd fair ſhe ſtrake the poor dumb Tyke; 
If I had fd a Nook within her Breaſt, 
She wad hae ſhawn mair Kindneſs to my Beaſt. 


When I begin to tune my Stock and Horn, 


With a' her Face ſhe ſhaws a cauldrife Scorn: . 


Laſt Time I play'd, ye never ſaw ſic Spite, | 
oe er Bogie was the Spring, a her Delight, 


Yet 


— 


Vet tauntingly ſhe at her Nibour ſpeer'd 


in ſhe cou'd tell what Tune I play'd, and ſueer'd. 
locks wander where ye like, I dinna care, * 3s 
[Yi break my Reed and neyer whiſtle mair. 
7 1 TEE. 
Een do ſae, Reger, wha can help Miſluck, 
4 Sacbeins ſhe be fic a thrawngabet Chuck | 
1 onder's a Craig, fince ye have tint 4 Hope, 
Bae tilPt ye'r ways, and take the Lover's Lou Pe 
R OG ER. 
I need na make fic Speed my Blood to ſpill, 
I'll warrend Death come oon enough a will. 
r 
Daft Gow k! Leave off that filly whindging Way, 
Peem careleſs, there's my Hand ye'll win the Dar 
aſt Morning I was unco airiy out, 
pon a Dyke I lean'd and glowr'd about; 
ſaw my Meg come linkan o'er the Lee, 
ſaw my Meg, but Maggie ſaw na me: 
For yet the Sun was wading, tkrou' the Mif, 
And ſhe was cloſs upon me cer ſhe wiſt, 
er Coats vert kiltit, and did ſweetly hau 
er ſtraight bare Legs, which-wliter were than Snaw's 
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* Cockernony ſnooded up fou fleek, | 
Her hafet Locks hung waving on her Cheek: 
Her Cheek ſae ruddy ! and her Een ſae clear! 
| And O! her Mouth's like ony hinny Pear. 

j Neat, neat ſhe was in Buſtine Waſtcoat clean, 

| As ſhe came skiffing o'er the dewy Green: 

| | Blythſome I cry'd, My bonny Meg come here, 
| I ferly whereſore ye're ſae ſoon a ſteer: 
But now I gueſs ye*re gawn to gather Dew. 
She ſcour'd awa, and faid, What's that to you? 
Then fare ye well, Meg-dorts, and e'ens ye like, 


| | | I careleſs cry'd, and lap in o'er the Dyke. 
7 I trow, when that ſhe ſaw, within a Crack 
* |  Witha right theivleſs Errand ſhe came back, 
pf | | M.iſcaud me firſt, then bade me hound my Dog 


To weer up three waff Ews were on the Bog. 
179 I leugb, and ſae did ſhe, then wi? great haſte 
I claſp'd my Arms about her Neck and Waiſt; 
About her yielding Waiſt, and took a Fouth 


Of ſweeteſt Kiſſes frac her glowan Mouth: 
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While hard and faſt I held her in my Grips, 
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My very Saul came louping to my Lips. Sh 


1 Sair, ſair ſhe flete wi' me *tween ika Smak, 


But well I kend ſhe mean'd ng as the ſpake. 
| 7 Lg Dear 


— 
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Pear Roger, when your Jo puts on her Gloom, 


Do ve ſae too, and never faſh ye'r Thumb; 
| Seem to forſake her, ſoon ſhe'll change her Mood; 
ae woo anither, and ſhe'll gang clean wood, | 
R OG ER. 
Kind Patie, now fair faw your honeſt Heart, 
Er ay ſae cadgie and hae fic an Art 


3 To hearten ane: For now as clean's a Leek 
1 Ye ve cheriſht me ſince ye began to ſpeak 

ee for your Pains I'll make ye 2 Propine, 

3 * b Mither, honeft Wite, has made it fine; 

WA Tartan Plaid, ſpun of good hauſlock Woo, 
Scarlet and Green the Sets, the Borders Blue, 2 2 
With Spraings like Gou'd and Siller cro(s' 4 wr Black | 
: never had it yet upon my Back.- s 

well are ye wordy o't, wha ha'e ſae kind 

Redd up my rayeld Doubts, and clear'd my Mind. 
P A'TIE. 


Well, hadd ye there, and fince ye've frankly made 
A Preſent to me of your braw neu Plaid, 


My Flute's be yours, and ſhe too that s ſae nice; 
Shall come a Will, if you'll take my Advice. 


ROGER, 


Dear 
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As ye adviſe n promiſe to obſerv't, 


But you maun keep the Flute, ye beſt defery c. 
Now take it out and gies A bonny Spring, | 


For Im in tift to hear you Pay or the. 


1 9 — 


Ss 18 ATT" 5 
But firſt wel take a Turn up to the Hight, | 


And foe gin a our "Flocks be feeding Right: 


Be that Time . and a Shave of Cheeſe 


Will make a Breakiaſt that a Laird might pleaſe - 
Might pleaſe our Laird, Sb were but ſae wiſe 
To ſeaſon Meat wy Health inſtead of Sp: ce: 


8 When we ka'e * tane the Grace Drink at this Well, 
* like my | lf, | 


ee 


Fine 5 and las 


